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\ What  Is  Air  Pressure? 


HE  air  is  composed  of  molecules.  They  constantly 


bombard  you  from  all  sides.  A thousand  taps  by  a 


JL  thousand  knuckles  will  close  a barn  door.  The  taps 
as  a whole  constitute  a push.  So  the  constant  bombardment 
of  the  air  molecules  constitutes  a push.  At  sea-level  the  air 
molecules  push  against  every  square  inch  of  you  with  a 
total  pressure  of  nearly  fifteen  pounds. 

Pressure,  then,  is  merely  a matter  of  bombarding  mole- 
cules. 

When  you  boil  water  you  make  its  molecules  fly  off.  The 
water  molecules  collide  with  the  air  molecules.  It  takes  a 
higher  temperature  to  boil  water  at  sea-level  than  on  Pike’s 
Peak.  Why?  Because  there  are  morg  bombarding  mole- 
cules at  sea-level — more  pressure. 

Take  away  all  the  air  pressure  and  you  have  a perfect 
vacuum.  A perfect  vacuum  has  never  been  created.  In  the 
best  vacuum  obtainable  there  are  still  over  two  billion  mole- 
cules of  air  per  cubic  centimeter,  or  about  as  many  as  there 
are  people  on  the  whole  earth. 

Heat  a substance  in  a vacuum  and  you  may  discover 
properties  not  revealed  under  ordinary  pressure.  A new 
field  for  scientific  exploration  is  opened. 

Into  this  field  the  Research  Laboratories  of  the  General 
Electric  Company  have  penetrated.  Thus  one  of  the  chem- 
ists in  the  Research  Laboratories  studied  the  disintegration 
of  heated  metals  in  highly  exhausted  bulbs.  What  happened 
to  the  glowing  filament  of  a lamp,  for  example?  The  glass 
blackened.  But  why?  He  discovered  that  the  metal  dis- 
tilled in  the  vacuum  depositing  on  the  glass. 

This  was  research  in  pure  science — research  in  what  may  be  called 
the  chemistry  and  physics  of  high  vacua.  It  was  undertaken  to  answer 
a question.  It  ended  in  the  discovery  of  a method  of  filling  lamp  bulbs 
with  an  inert  gas  under  pressure  so  that  the  filament  would  not  evapor- 
ate so  readily.  Thus  the  efficient  gas-filled  lamp  of  today  grew  out  of 
a purely  scientific  inquiry. 

So,  unforeseen,  practical  benefits  often  result  when  research  is  broadly 
applied. 


Schenectady,  N.  Y. 
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Venetian  Moon 

Hugh  Hastings  Blake,  ’22 


Of  all  the  vile,  filthy,  drinking  and 
gambling  houses  in  Italy,  the  Black 
Corpse  was  one  of  the  worst.  It  was 
situated  by  the  water  front  of  Venice, 
in  the  shipping  district,  and  was  fre- 
quented by  gamblers,  drug  fiends,  and 
criminals  of  the  worst  sort. 

One  day  in  the  early  fall  a tall,  swarthy 
man,  wrapped  in  a black  cloak  and  with 
a slouch  hat  pulled  over  his  eyes,  left 
one  of  the  great  wharves  and  turned 
sharply  down  a small  alley.  After 
walking  a short  way  he  came  to  a small 
door-way  in  the  wall.  He  pushed  open 
the  door  and  went  quickly  down  a long 
flight  of  stone  steps.  At  the  end  there 
was  another  door.  The  man  knocked 
seven  times  in  rapid  succession  and  then 
gave  a low  whistle.  The  door  opened 
instantly.  He  entered  the  Black  Corpse. 
The  place  was  a large  dingy  room,  very 
dimly  lighted  by  a couple  of  oil  lamps. 
At  the  further  end  were  two  doors  lead- 
ing to  the  other  rooms.  Along  one  side 
ran  a heavy  wooden  counter.  The  rest 
of  the  space  was  occupied  by  tables  and 
chairs,  where  men  sat  drinking  and 
gambling.  Most  of  the  chairs  were 
broken  and  the  tables  well  scarred.  The 
whole  place  was  filthy  with  dirt  and 
stains  of  liquor  and  blood.  The  pro- 
prietor, who  was  called  Gaston,  stood 
behind  the  counter.  He  was  a short 
man,  with  very  dark  skin  and  evil- 
looking eyes.  One  leg  had  been  re- 
placed by  a wooden  stump.  Gaston 


had  a reputation  as  a remarkable  shot 
and  he  always  had  two  revolvers  at 
hand.  He  sold  surprisingly  good  liquor, 
and  sometimes  small  packages  of  opium 
and  other  drugs  crossed  his  counter. 

As  soon  as  the  man  in  the  black  cloak 
entered,  a rough-looking  man  arose  from 
a seat  in  the  corner  and,  motioning  to  the 
new-comer,  disappeared  through  one  of 
the  doors.  The  other  followed  him  and 
they  were  soon  alone  in  a small  room. 
He  was  known  by  the  name  of  Anthony. 
The  rough  - looking  man  was  called 
Angelo. 

Angelo  spoke  first.  “What  news?” 
he  asked.  “I  have  the  pearl,”  the  other 
said.  “It  is  at  my  house.  What  of 
the  price?”  “Ten  thousand!”  said  An- 
gelo promptly.  “Good!”  returned  An- 
thony, “Friday  night,  here,  at  seven.” 
“Right,”  said  the  other,  and  they  both 
got  up  and  went  into  the  other  room. 

Anthony  left  the  Black  Corpse  and, 
going  out  onto  the  sidewalk  of  the  main 
street,  called  a gondola.  He  was  soon 
on  the  Grand  Canal.  When  the  gondola 
reached  the  Piazza  di  San  Marco,  he 
landed  and,  having  paid  the  gondolier, 
walked  across  the  square  and  down 
through  the  Piazzetta  to  the  Riva  Degli 
Schiavoni.  As  he  passed  the  great 
clock  in  the  Campanile  struck  six.  He 
walked  a short  way  along  the  Riva 
Degli  Schiavoni  until  he  reached  a 
large  and  beautiful  house  of  white 
marble.  He  entered  and  went  up  the 
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stairs.  Before  long  lie  reappeared,  in 
full  evening  dress,  no  longer  Anthony, 
but  Senor  Giovanni  Candiano. 

That  evening  the  Count  Vecelli  was 
the  guest  of  honor  at  the  home  of  Senor 
Candiano.  A brilliant  assemblage  of 
guests  made  the  dinner  a success.  The 
conversation  touched  on  the  disappear- 
ance of  the  famous  pearl,  known  as  the 
Venetian  Moon.  The  amiable  Senor 
showed  as  much  interest  as  anyone. 
After  dinner  a well-known  Italian  opera 
singer  entertained  the  guests.  When  the 
hour  had  become  late,  the  Count  and  his 
friends  departed  highly  pleased.  A .sat- 
isfied gleam  played  in  the  dark  eyes  of 
Senor  Candiano.  He  went  to  his  room, 
and  drew  out  a gold  jewel  box.  He  went 
to  the  window  and  opened  the  box. 
The  moonlight  fell  on  an  exquisite,  great 
pearl.  Itwas'likeadropof  frozen  moon- 
light. The  Senor  held  his  breath  in 
delight.  This  was  the  famous  Venetian 
Moon. 

Promptly  at  seven  o’clock,  on  Friday 
evening,  Senor  Candiano,  or  rather 
Anthony,  appeared  at  the  Black  Corpse 
dressed  in  the  familiar  black  cloak  and 


slouch  hat.  Angelo  was  waiting  for 
him.  Anthony  said  “Come  outside.” 
When  the  door  was  closed  behind  them, 
Angelo  turned  to  his  companion. 

“Have  you  the  pearl?”  he  asked. 

“Yes,  it  is  here;  where  is  the  money?” 

“I  have  it,”  said  Angelo,  “but  I can- 
not give  it  to  you  here.  Come,”  and 
before  Anthony  could  say  anything,  he 
had  started  off.  At  length  he  turned 
down  a passage  way.  Anthony  followed 
him.  The  passage  led  to  a court  yard 
shut  in  on  all  sides  and  accessible  only 
by  the  entrance  through  which  they  had 
just  come. 

“Well,”  snarled  Anthony.  “Let’s  see 
the  money.” 

Angelo  produced  a roll  of  money  from 
his  pocket. 

“Let’s  see  the  pearl,”  he  said. 

The  other  took  a velvet  jewel  case 
from  his  pocket,  and  opened  it.  There 
lay  the  pearl,  glistening  in  the  moon- 
light. With  a smile  Angelo  drew  a re- 
volver from  his  pocket  and  pushed  back 
his  coat,  revealing  the  badge  of  the 
Italian  Secret  Service. 


The  above  is  a careful  study  of  a white 
rabbit  rambling  in  the  snow-covered 
wilds  of  West  Roxbury. 
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Off  to  Europe 


Powell  H.  Humphries  ’21 


Jerry  Long  was  a restless  chap,  was 
Jerry  Long.  America  was  entirely  too 
small  for  him.  After  painting  his  own 
town  about  every  color  under  the  sun, 
and  having  spent  at  least  four  years  in 
seeing  America  first,  the  thought  occur- 
red to  him  one  sultry  afternoon  in  July 
to  see  Europe  second.  Jerry  was  both 
adventuresome  and  imaginative.  His 
father  was  a merchant  in  a small  out- 
of-the-way  village  named  Hampden, 
in  southern  Pennsylvania.  Jerry  was 
the  youngest  of  six  boys  all  grown  and 
settled  except  Jerry  who,  it  seemed,  would 
never  get  any  sense  and  settle  down. 
What  can  we  expect,  though,  of  an  eigh- 
teen-year-old boy.  He  was  a real  boy, 
had  read  boys’  books  of  travel,  studied 
of  foreign  lands,  and  was  now  ablaze 
with  the  desire  to  make  his  old  dreams 
come  true. 

How  was  he  to  do  it?  That  was  the 
question.  Jerry  considered  and  medi- 
tated— often  lay  awake  at  night  devising 
ways  and  means.  He  knew  he  could  not 
pay  his  passage  but  how  he  hated  to 
work!  “Well,”  says  he,  “doesn’t  that 
beat  the  deuce,  but  I’ll  get  across  in 
spite  of  fate.”  It  may  be  said  that  his 
parents  were  sensible  and  were  deter- 
mined not  to  help  him  leave  them  to  risk 
such  perils.  Jerry,  too,  was  equally 
determined.  “Anyhow,  I can’t  sail  from 
Hampden,”  remarked  Jerry,  “so  I guess 
I will  go  to  Philadelphia.”  At  last 
he  had  hit  upon  a plan,  but  divulge  that 
plan  to  his  anxious  parents  he  would 
not.  Little  did  he  know  the  world  and 


its  ways.  Bright  and  early  one  warrrt 
morning  in  August,  he  set  out  over  the 
dusty  road  for  Philadelphia.  Jerry  trav- 
elled thus  for  five  days,  sleeping  under 
the  trees  and  eating  what  he  could  buy 
with  the  little  money  he  had  saved. 
Never  had  the  city  seemed  so  far  away; 
never  had  the  sun  been  so  hot ; never  was 
Jerry  more  determined. 

A ship  was  going  out  the  next  day. 
Jerry  literally  ran  after  that  ship. 
Early — and  early  it  was  too — the 
next  morning  he  was  at  the  wharf. 
Did  they  need  any  extra  help?  Yes! 
Hurrah!  Curses!  It  was  a cattle  ship. 
However,  Jerry  was  game.  He  only 
wanted  to  get  across  anyway.  About 
noon  the  ship  weighed  anchor  and  glided 
smoothly  down  the  Delaware  out  to  sea. 
He  was  leaving  America  for  Europe. 
What  a transition!  How  could  anyone 
exchange  prosperous  and  peaceful  Ameri- 
ca for  battle-torn  and  blood-soaked 
Europe!  Little  did  he  think  of  the  dif- 
ficulties of  travelling  in  this  desolate 
land.  He  was  happy;  oh,  so  happy. 
His  long-cherished  dreams  were  soon  to 
be  realized.  The  unpleasant  part  was 
taking  care  of  the  cattle.  Pretty  soon, 
however,  Jerry  felt  slightly  disturbed. 
What  had  he  eaten  to  thus  disturb  him? 
Surely  a glass  of  milk,  three  large  pickles, 
two  glasses  of  cider,  a beefsteak,  some 
stale  chocolates,  chocolate  cake,  and 
sauerkraut  wouldn’t  make  him  feel  this 
way.  Wisely  enough  he  moved  his  paih- 
wracked  body  toward  the  rail.  Whefn 

had  he  ever  been  so  sick?  Ah!  yes, 

, ’ 


6 


LATIN  SCHOOL  REGISTER 


when  he  first  tried  smoking,  but  this  was 
a different  kind  of  sickness.  Now  he 
remembered.  Sometime,  somewhere,  he 
had  heard  of  seasickness.  Could  he 
have  contracted  that  terrible  malady? 
However,  he  continued  to  throw  off 
ballast  for  at  least  five  minutes.  Suffice 
it  to  say  that  Jerry  was  thoroughly 
disturbed  for  two  days,  after  which  time 
he  recovered  his  equilibrium  sufficiently 
to  venture  on  deck. 

Never  had  he  been  so  glad  to  see  Moth- 
er Earth.  In  truth,  land  looked  good. 
Jerry  was  extremely  anxious  to  begin 
his  sightseeing.  He  soon  secured  employ- 
ment as  messenger  boy  in  London  and 
held  this  position  long  enough  to  inflate 
his  completely  deflated  pocketbook. 
With  this  item  fixed,  he  was  completely 
ready  to  begin  an  extensive  tour.  Real- 
ly now,  he  was  surprised  that  England 
looked  so  much  like  America,  and  Lon- 
don resembled  New  York  so  closely. 
From  England  to  Ireland,  from  Ireland 
back  to  Scotland.  He  was  enjoying 
himself  immensely,  but  as  yet  he  had 
travelled  among  English  speaking 
peoples.  His  troubles  were  yet  to  be- 
gin. He  left  London  one  day  early  in 
September  for  an  extended  tour  upon  the 
Continent,  intending  to  visit  France, 
Germany,  Italy,  Austria,  and  Greece, 
if  possible.  He  had  studied  Latin, 
French,  and  Greek  and  foolishly  thought 
he  would  feel  perfectly  at  home  in  these 
foreign  countries. 

On  a rainy  afternoon  he  landed  in 
Calais.  Never  had  the  world  looked  so 
dreary  or  seemed  so  cold.  After  much 
meaningless  jabber  and  many  acrobatic 
stunts,  he  finally  got  a Frenchman  to 
tell  him  a place  where  he  could  lay  his 
head  for  that  night  at  least.  His 
troubles  were  yet  to  begin.  He  soon 
got  enough  of  Calais  and  then  started 
south  for  Paris.  Ah!  Gay  '‘Paree” 
was  in  sight.  He  had  heard  of  treatment 
accorded  Americans  by  the  French  and 


was  expecting  a grand  reception  from 
everyone.  Jerry  had  no  doubt  that  he 
would  get  free  lodging  here,  for  he  felt 
sure  that  he  could  induce  some  Marie  or 
Suzanne  to  take  him  home  to  meet  the 
family.  However,  he  had  no  such  good 
fortune  but  was  compelled  to  work  his 
way.  Paris  was  not  what  he  had  ex- 
pected. He  was  soon  “fed  up”  on  Paris. 
He  had  become  quite  an  acrobat,  speak- 
ing French  with  his  arms,  hands,  fingers, 
and  what  not. 

Jerry  had  just  about  given  up  the  idea 
of  visiting  southeastern  Europe  and  had 
substituted  Spain  instead.  Leaving 
Paris  on  a small  narrow  gauge  railroad, 
he  journeyed  on  to  Bordeaux.  This 
was  even  worse  than  Paris.  Jerry 
decided  to  leave  this  place  as  soon  as 
possible  lest  he  get  hopelessly  lost  in  its 
intricate  windings  and  never  ending 
by-ways.  To  get  into  Spain  was  a 
man’s  job,  but  Jerry  felt  equal  to  the 
occasion.  Often  had  he  heard  of  the 
perils  in  crossing  the  Pyrenees  and  de- 
cided to  join  a party.  This  would  more 
nearly  insure  safety.  It  may  interest 
the  reader  to  know  something  of  this 
peril.  The  Pyrenees  are  famous  for 
their  wolves.  Many  whole  parties  have 
been  devoured  by  these  ravenous  crea- 
tures. Jerry  set  out  from  a border 
village  on  this  perilous  adventure  late 
in  November  with  a small  party.  Of 
course,  they  had  a guide  as  all  such  par- 
ties do.  The  fun  was  yet  to  begin,  but 
really  Jerry  did  not  consider  it  fun.  The 
wolves  indeed  were  a serious  matter. 
The  little  cortege  braving  the  elements 
set  out  bright  and  happy  in  spite  of 
their  prospective  hardships.  After  a 
perilous  ascent  they  were  descending  on 
the  Spanish  side.  What  was  that  noise? 
Indeed  it  was  drawing  nearer.  The 
man-eating  wolves  were  actually  at  hand. 

Jerry’s  heart  was  in  his  mouth.  He 
had  read  of  wolves  but  he  had  never 
seen  them.  This  was  a very  unpleasant 
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surprise.  However,  he  determined  not 
to  perish  without  a struggle.  Already 
the  driver  was  beating  the  horses. 
The  wolves  with  their  hideous  shrieks 
were  fast  drawing  near.  Indeed  this 
was  a nice  fix.  True,  they  had  pistols, 
but  what  could  a dozen  pistols  do  against 
a pack  of  wolves?  The  leaders  were 
already  howling  and  crouching  around 
the  horses.  Some  had  even  gone  ahead 
in  order  to  cut  off  escape.  Ten,  six- 
teen, thirty  had  been  silenced  and  still 
they  came.  Alas!  the  leaders  were 
still  alive  and  at  the  head  of  their  packs. 
The  wolves  snapped  at  the  horses’  heels 
and  even  jumped  up  at  the  coach  doors 
and  windows.  The  horses,  as  well  as 
the  men,  were  terrified,  lunging  and 
rearing.  Never  had  life  seemed  so  sweet 
to  poor  Jerry.  The  party  became 
desperate.  They  fired  and  fired.  Even 
their  ammunition  was  getting  low.  Ah, 
at  last,  one  leader  down;  another; 


another;  the  pack  seemed  electrified; 
and  now  a horse  down  mortally  wounded 
by  a huge  wolf.  This  horse  was  quickly 
cut  from  the  traces  while  the  wolves 
were  held  at  bay  with  the  weapons. 
Now  ensued  a wolf  fight  for  possession 
of  this  ill-fated  creature.  At  last  the 
chance  had  come.  With  the  wolves 
leaderless  and  fighting  among  them- 
selves, the  travellers  had  a slim  chance  of 
escape. 

When  the  creatures  had  finished  their 
horse,  the  party  had  progressed  nearly 
down  the  mountain  side.  Too  late!  the 
wolves  dared  not  enter  the  village.  At 
least,  they  had  got  a horse  if  no  more. 
What  sighs  of  relief!  Jerry  was,  however, 
completely  sick  of  Europe.  Safety  first 
for  him;  so  America  first.  Fitting 
deed  to  thought,  action  to  word,  he 
secured  work  on  a ship  sailing  for 
America  two  days  later.  Thus  quite 
abruptly  ended  his  European  tour. 


News  From  Room  22 


One  day  I was  going  down  the  street, 
I met  Sir  Fagleman.  He  was  a Gaylord. 
He  was  drunk  from  the  effects  of  2.75% 
Winisky.  He  said  to  me,  “O'Shea,”  do 
you  know  where  I can  get  some  Carbone 
for  my  automobile?”  I said,  “Sure, 
right  around  the  corner,  where  you  can 
get  a Conner  rum  for  a nickel.”  Sud- 
denly Sisson  stepped  up  and  said,, 
‘‘Money  or  your  life!”  I said,  “ McGrathly 
‘‘You  can  take  all  you  find,  and  you 
can  take  all  you  find  on  my  friend,  also.” 
(He  didn’t  have  anything.)  But  Lord 
Fagleman  wasn’t  there.  I met  him 
around  the  corner  after  Sisson  had  found 
nothing,  and  said  to  him,  ‘‘You  Maddoch 
(mad  dog),  what’d  you  run  away  for?’’ 
‘‘For  my  Carbone,”  he  answered.  All 
of  a Sutton  he  met  Barstow  driving  a 


dump-cart  with  a load  of  Murphy  spuds 
for  P.  0.  Riordan  to  Keith's  theatre,  who 
took  him  to  M'Kenna’s  where  he  could 
get  Vetter  Carbone  for  his  Ford  than  at 
Lebofsky's.  Guess  who  I saw  Eaton  a 
hot-dog  there.  Brannen.  He  seemed  to 
be  in  heavenly  Bliss.  Later  I met  a 
Miner;  he  had  Schwartz  (warts)  all  over 
his  hands.  We  discussed  different  kinds 
of  Hayes  for  a while.  ‘‘My!  but  this 
Schwartz  Burns,”  he  said,  pointing  to  a 
particularly  large  one.  ‘‘Use  Schien- 
feld's  linament.  Well  I must  Romano 
(roam  on  oh),  Goldman.  Don’t  forget 
Schienfeld’s  will  Foster  those  Schwartz.” 
As  I walked  on,  I nodded  to  Pope  Sulli- 
van who  returned  my  salutation  with 
grace. 
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Leonard’s  Vigil 

Mahlon  T.  Easton  ’24 


j 

. “Son,”  said  Leonard  Curtis  Senior, 
as  Leonard  Junior  entered  his  father’s 
office  at  three  o’clock  in  the  afternoon, 
“I  have  some  valuable  papers  in  the 
office.  The  watchman  that  goes  on  at 
five  this  afternoon  and  stays  till  one 
o’clock  in  the  morning,  is  sick.  The 
papers  must  be  watched.  It  is  up  to 
you  to  be  at  the  office  at  five  o’clock  and 
stay  watch.  You  had  better  take  the 
Colt  automatic  I gave  you  Christmas.” 

Leonard  Curtis,  Sr.,  owned  a cotton- 
mill  and  was  about  to  make  an  addition 
to  it  by  buying  another  building.  All 
the  papers  had  been  filled  out  and  signed, 
and  Mr.  Curtis  had  them  at  his  office. 
For  the  last  two  or  three  nights  there 
had  been  breaks  into  the  offices  in  the 
building  which  he  was  in. 

Leonard,  Jr.,  was  just  out  of  high 
school.  Though  he  was  only  nineteen, 
he  was  a very  strong  athlete  and  his 
courage  was  never  known  to  be  daunted. 
He  had  been  popular  at  school  because 
he  dared  to  do  things  that  other  boys 
would  never  think  of  doing. 

Leonard  hastened  home  and  made  the 
necessary  preparations  for  his  night’s 
vigil.  To  him  it  was  a dream  and  when 
he  reached  the  office  a half  hour  early, 
he  wished  that  his  time  would  start  right 
in. 

He  took  a careful  survey  of  the  office 
and  noted  that  his  father’s  desk  and  the 
desk  of  the  secretary  were  nearly 
touching.  He  had  a funny  feeling  that 
it  would  be  of  great  use  to  him.  He 
looked  into  an  adjoining  room  and  saw 
two  large  safes.  He  knew  that  in  one 
'of  them  the  valuable  papers  were  kept. 

The  clock  struck  five  and  as  he  watch- 
ed his  father  and  the  employees  leave, 


he  began  his  night’s  vigil.  “Good-night 
son,”  said  Mr.  Curtis  as  he  was  leaving, 
“and  do  your  duty  by  me.” 

Leonard  soon  settled  down  to  his 
task.  He  took  the  easy  chair,  faced  it 
towards  the  door,  and  shut  off  all 
lights  except  the  ones  in  the  middle  of 
the  ceilings  of  the  office  and  the  room 
where  the  safes  were.  Thus,  comfort- 
ably fixed  facing  the  door,  he  began 
to  read  a novel  that  he  had  brought. 
After  two  hours  of  reading  he  felt  drowsy 
and  finally  dozed  off. 

Meanwhile  a trusty  of  Mr.  Curtis  and 
two  robbers  were  talking  in  low  tones 
outside  the  door.  Mr.  Curtis’s  trusty 
had  been  bribed  by  these  two  robbers  to 
open  the  door  of  the  office  and  safe. 
This  man,  who  had  been  bribed,  had 
heard  Mr.  Curtis  mutter  68-71-36-3  as 
he  opened  the  safe  where  the  valuable 
papers  were  kept.  Thus,  he  was  sure 
of  the  numbers  and  had  the  key  to  open 
the  office.  All  employees  had  given 
their  word  of  honor  not  to  speak  of  the 
papers  to  anyone. 

“You  say  you  have  the  key  to  the 
office,”  said  one  of  the  men  to  the  trusty. 
“What  are  the  numbers  you  open  the 
safe  with?”  asked  the  other  man. 
“Here’s  the  key  and  the  numbers  are 
71-3-36-68.”  “All  right,  let’s  go,”  said 
the  men. 

As  Leonard  was  only  dozing,  he 
thought  he  was  dreaming  when  he  heard 
the  grating  of  the  key  in  the  Yale  lock. 
He  continued  dozing,  but  when  he  heard 
soft  footfalls,  he  opened  his  eyes  and 
stared  into  a revolver  held  in  the  hand 
of  one  of  the  men. 

“Quiet  there,”  said  one  of  the  men  to 
Leonard.  While  a man  held  a revolver 
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in  Leonard’s  face,  another  bound  Leon- 
ard hand  and  foot. 

Leaving  Leonard  bound  on  the  floor 
near  the  desks,  the  three  men  went  into 
the  adjoining  room  to  steal  the  papers 
that  Mr.  Curtis  had  placed  so  much  value 
upon. 

“That  is  the  safe  and  the  numbers  are 
71-3-36-68,”  the  trusty  said  to  the  pro- 
fessional robber.  The  safe  did  not  open 
as  he  spun  the  combination  to  the  num- 
bers. When  you  open  safes,  you  can 
generally  hear  a click  when  you  put  the 
pointer  on  the  combination  at  the  right 
number  and  in  the  right  order.  Thus 
the  professional  knew  that  the  safe  would 
not  open. 

“Well,”  said  the  professional,  “I 
thought  you  knew  the  numbers.”  The 
trusty  racked  his  brain  for  the  numbers 
and  finally  said,  “68-3-36-71  are  the 
numbers  I guess.”  “ ‘I  guess,’  ” said 
the  professional,  “you  ought  to  be  sure.” 
“Yes,  they  are  the  numbers,”  insisted 
the  trusty.  Again  they  tried  and  failed 
as  they  did  the  first  time. 

_ The  professional  turned  to  the  bribed 
man  and  said,  “See  here,  young  man, 
do  you  or  do  you  not  know  the  num- 
bers?” The  questioned  man  did  not 
reply  and  simply  said,  “36-68-3-71 
must  be  the  numbers.”  They  failed 
the  third  time  to  open  the  safe. 

The  third  man,  who  had  kept  silent 
and  watched,  said  to  the  trusty,  “You 
are  trying  to  ‘dupe’  us,  aren’t  you?  If 
the  numbers  you  say  will  open  the  safe 
are  not  right  this  time, — well, — you’ll 
hear  from  us.” 

“Oh,”  thought  the  bribed  man,  be- 
ginning to  feel  afraid  of  his  safety, 
‘•'what  are  the  numbers!” 

He  looked  at  the  combination  and 
cried  exultantly,  “I  know!  They  are 
68-71-36-3.” 

All  eyes  were  centered  on  the  combina- 
tion as  the  professional  spun  it  around. 


“Here  depends  your  fate,”  said  the  pro- 
fessional as  he  grasped  the  handle  to 
open  the  safe.  It  opened.  The  trusty 
sighed  a sigh  of  relief.  The  men  took  the 

papers  out  of  the  safe  to  examine  them. 
* * * 

We  must  not  forget  that  Leonard  was 
bound  hand  and  foot.  He  looked  around 
and  saw  nothing  with  which  he  could 
cut  the  cords  that  bound  him.  He  sank 
down  on  the  floor  in  despair.  His 
father’s  words  began  ringing  in  his  ears: 
“Do  your  duty  by  me.” 

He  looked  around  again  and  saw  a 
penknife  that  had  been  dropped  on  the 
floor  by  the  secretary.  “This  is  where  I 
am  going  to  be  free,”  thought  Leonard. 
The  afterthought  came  to  him  that  he 
could  not  use  it. 

He  glanced  around  the  office  again. 
He  saw  that  his  father’s  desk  and  the 
secretary’s  desk  were  just  close  enough 
to  make  a place  so  that  he  could  wedge 
the  open  penknife  between.  But  how 
could  he  do  it?  In  grim  determination 
he  said  to  himself  that  he  was  going  to 
be  free. 

He  wormed  his  way  to  the  open  knife, 
which  was  lying  near  the  desk,  and  grip- 
ped it  between  his  teeth.  He  soon  found 
that  it  was  a still  greater  task  to  worm 
backwards  to  the  place  where  the  desks 
nearly  touched  each  other.  With  his 
strong  teeth,  a merit  of  his  from  infancy, 
he  wedged  the  penknife  tightly  between 
the  desks,  blade  protruding. 

The  next  big  task  was  to  get  into  a 
posture  so  that  he  could  rub  the  cords 
that  bound  his  hands  against  the  blade 
of  the  knife. 

He  managed  to  get  on  his  knees  with 
his  legs  parallel  with  the  desks.  Thus 
by  twisting  the  upper  part  of  his  body 
around,  he  could  rub  the  cords  on  the 
blade  of  the  knife.  He  finally  freed  his 
hands  after  cutting  his  wrists  in  two  or 
three  places. 
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The  cords  had  been  tied  so  tight  that 
Leonard’s  fingers  were  not  able  at  first  to 
open  the  large  knife  that  he  had  in  his 
pocket.  After  a few  minutes  he  opened 
the  large  knife  and  cut  the  cords  that 
bound  his  feet.  His  feet  were  stiff  and 
he  limbered  them  up  noiselessly. 

As  he  heard  the  men  start  talking  in 
the  other  room,  he  took  out  his  Colt 
automatic,  cocked  it,  and  stepped  quietly 
to  the  door.  They  were  just  folding  and 
pocketing  the  papers.  The  professional 
asked  whether  they  were  going  to  leave 
Leonard  bound  or  locked  in  the  room. 

“Well  gentlemen,”  Leonard  said.  All 
eyes  were  turned  towards  the  doorway. 
A hand  went  towards  a revolver  lying 
on  a table  close  by.  “Crack!”  went 
Leonard’s  automatic.  The  revolver  flew 
into  the  air  and  the  man  was  minus  a 
finger.  Leonard  wasn’t  going  to  take 
any  chances. 

“Well  gentlemen,”  said  Leonard  again, 
“stick  your  hands  up  above  your  heads 
and  march  into  the  office.  The  men 
meekly  obeyed  the  orders.  “Back  up 
against  that  wall,”  ordered  Leonard,  as 
he  sat  in  a chair  facing  the  men.  The 
three  men  again  complied  with  the  orders, 
and  Leonard  added:  “and  stay  there.” 

“Two  minutes  of  one;  I guess  I will 
wait  until  the  next  watchman  comes 
around,”  Leonard  muttered  as  he 
glanced  at  his  wrist  watch. 


Meanwhile  the  watchman,  who  had 
just  come  into  the  building,  rushed  up 
the  stairs,  revolver  in  hand,  when  he 
heard  the  shot. 

“What’s  this?”  he  asked  as  he  en- 
tered the  office  and  recognized  Leonard. 
“Been  doing  my  duty,”  Leonard  replied, 
and  added:  “Telephone  the  police  and 
I’ll  tell  you  the  story.” 

After  the  police  had  been  called, 
Leonard  told  his  story,  keeping  a good 
eye  on  the  men. 

* * * * 

When  the  policemen  came,  he  took  the 
papers  and  restored  them  to  the  safe. 

“Good-night,  gentlemen,”  said  Leon- 
ard, as  the  policemen  took  the  three* 
men  off. 

As  soon  as  the  watchman  had  posted 
himself,  Leonard  hastened  home  and 
went  to  bed.  At  half  past  eight  in  the 
morning  Leonard  was  still  sleeping. 

His  father  entered  Leonard’s  room 
quietly  and  saw  that  the  automatic, 
lying  on  the  table,  had  been  used.  The 
father  knew  that  something  had  happen- 
ed and  waited  to  hear  the  story.  His  son 
awoke,  turned  on  his  side  facing  his 
father,  and  told  the  story  without  exag- 
gerations. At  the  end  of  the  story  Mr. 
Curtis  said,  “Son,  you  did  your  duty  by 
me.” 

Mahlon  T.  Easton  '24 


Frances:  Did  you  see  those  animals 
perform? 

Schloss:  Sure,  I’ve  seen  a fox  trot 

many  a time. 

* * * * 

Mr.  R:  Where  was  the  Declaration 
of  Independence  signed? 

Dan:  At  the  bottom. 

* * * * 

Mot:  She  was  driven  to  her  grave. 
Cath:  Sure  she  was;  did  you  expect 
her  to  walk  there? 


EXTRA 

Scrubwoman  disappears  with  her 
butler. 

* * * * 

This  read  didn’t  you  if  curious  be 
wouldn’t  you.  Cat  the  killed  curiosity. 

Read  it  Backwards. 

* * * * 

“Why  the  black  eye,  Harold?” 

“I  was  visiting  Annette’s  .the  other 
night  and  was  struck  by  the  beauty  of  the 
place.” 
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The  Register  regrets  to  announce  the 
death  of  Charles  J.  F.  O’Brien  ’99. 
Mr.  O’Brien  was  a graduate  of  the 
Harvard  Law  School  in  1905  and  has 
practised  law  in  Boston.  At  the  time  of 
his  death,  he  was  first  assistant  registrar 

of  deeds  in  the  Suffolk  County. 

* * * * 


who  visit  the  cemetery,  also  written  by 

President  Eliot. 

* * * * 

Judge  Robert  Grant  ’69,  was  one  of 
the  speakers  at  the  annual  dinner  of  the 
Harvard  Club  of  New  York  City  on 

Friday  evening,  January  28. 

* * * * 


Almy  D.  Washburn  ’08,  recently 
teacher  of  mathematics,  Colorado 
Springs,  is  now  teaching  at  the  Open 

Air  School  for  Boys,  Brookline,  Mass. 

* * * * 

In  the  little  French  town  of  Souain, 
there  is  a small  cemetery,  recently  con- 
secrated, containing  the  bodies  of  133 
French  soldiers,  many  members  of  the 
Foreign  Legion  among  them,  who  lost 
their  lives  on  or  near  that  spot  in  the 
“Champagne  Offensive”  from  Sept.  25 
to  Oct.  17,  1915.  One  of  those  buried 
there  is  Henry  W.  Farnsworth  who  was 
killed  on  Sept.  28, 1915;  the  cemetery  is 
a gift  of  his  parents,  William  Farnsworth, 
a Latin  School  boy,  and  Mrs. Farnsworth, 
to  Souain  and  France.  There  is  a shrine 
18  feet  high,  and  on  either  side  of  the 
cross  at  the  shrine  is  an  inscription  writ- 
ten by  President  Charles  William  Eliot 
’49,  of  Harvard,  in  both  English  and 
French.  There  are  also  two  shorter 
inscriptions,  one  in  memory  of  Farns- 
worth and  the  other  appealing  to  those 


For  over  a century  after  its  founding, 
Harvard  College  had  no  chapel,  the 
founders  characteristically  feeling  that 
there  was  no  need  of  such.  However, 
through  the  efforts  of  Thomas  Hutchin- 
son, Latin  School  1723,  the  idea  of  a 
separate  chapel  for  the  institution  was 
seriously  considered.  Hutchinson  ob- 
tained the  needed  funds  of  one  Samuel 
Holden  of  England  as  a part  of  the  money 
left  by  him,  for  “works  of  charity  and 
piety.”  Thus  it  was  named  Holden 
Chapel.  It  was  finished  in  1744.  For 
about  twenty  years  the  chapel  fulfilled  its 
proposed  use,  the  Hon.  Andrew  Oliver 
of  the  Latin  School  Class  of  1720,  broth- 
er-in-law of  Hutchinson,  donating  a 
handsome  folio  Bible  for  its  pulpit. 
After  that,  however,  and  even  to  this 
day,  it  has  been  used  for  a score  of 
different  purposes — almost  everything, 

in  fact,  but  a chapel. 

* * * * 

The  exercises  held  in  commemoration 
of  the  birthday  of  Abraham  Lincoln 
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were  held  on  Friday,  February  11. 
The  exercises  commenced  with  a selection 
by  the  so-called  “Jazz  Club,”  a novel 
institution  in  the  school  this  year. 

We  then  listened  to  Joseph  Kinney 
Collins  of  Class  1 declame  a portion  of 
Lincoln’s  Second  Inaugural  Address. 
This  selection  was  finely  rendered.  Af- 
ter another  musical  selection,  Mr.  Camp- 
bell introduced  briefly  the  speaker  of  the 
day,  Mr.  Dennis  McCarthy,  the  poet. 
Mr.  McCarthy,  being  not  a native-born 
citizen  himself,  stated  that  the  people 
coming  from  foreign  countries  to  our 
shores  looked  more  to  Lincoln  as  their 
ideal  than  any  other  man  in  our 
history,  for  Lincoln  was  of  the  common 
people  and  therefore  understood  their 
lives,  hopes  and  ambitions. 

* * * * 

The  exercises  commemorative  of 
Washington’s  Birthday  were  exception- 
ally enjoyable.  According  to  tradition 
the  programs  were  written  in  Latin;  Mr. 
Campbell  seemed  apparently  to  deliver 
a satisfactory  translation  thereof,  as 
no  criticisms  were  forthcoming  from 
the  “gentlemen”  that  sit  in  the  jury 
seats  on  the  Headmaster’s  right.  The 
exercises  commenced  with  the  strains  of 
patriotic  airs,  played  on  the  piano  by 
Samuel  Liner  of  Class  III. 


Mr.  C:  Harry,  what  is  a sentence? 

B : Thirty  days  on  bread  and  water. 

* * * * 

“William,”  said  the  father  sternly, 
‘•‘Your  mother  tells  me  that  she  forbade 
you  to  go  fishing  with  Tommy  Bean,  as 
he  is  just  getting  over  the  measles,  and 
that  you  disobeyed  her  and  went  just  the 
same.  What’s  your  explanation? 

William — “Well,  dad,  I didn’t  think 
there  was  any  danger;  I never  catch 
anything  when  I go  fishing.” 


Kenneth  B.  Hill,  President  of  the 
Graduating  Class,  excellently  rendered 
appropriate  selections  from  “Washing- 
ton’s Farewell  Address.”  The  Orches- 
tra, under  the  direction  of  Mr.  Findlay, 
made  its  first  appearance  before  the 
school  this  year  by  favoring  us  with  two 
splendid  selections.  Max  Sava  of  Class 
III,  next  recited  a piece  entitled  “The 
Yarn  of  the  Nancy  Belle,”  receiving  a 
long  round  of  applause.  The  three 
original  essays,  each  depicting  a phase 
of  Washington’s  life,  were  then  rendered 
by  the  authors.  Norman  S.  Rabinovitz 
presented  his  conception  of  “Washington 
the  Soldier”;  Francis  B.  King  discussed 
“Washington  the  Statesman” ; and  James 
A.  Callanan  concluded  with  a disserta- 
tion upon  “Washington  the  Man.” 
The  Orchestra  again  delighted  us  with 
a medley  of  airs,  followed  by  a presenta- 
tion by  the  Glee  Club,  also  under  the 
direction  of  Mr.  Findlay.  The  exercises 
terminated  with  a salute  to  the  colors. 

After  luncheon  an  exhibition  drill  took 
place  in  the  drill  hall.  The  evening 
parade  which  followed  concluded  the 
exercises  of  the  day. 

Have  you  noticed  how  well  the  as- 
sembly hall  appears  without  the  antique 
chandeliers  that  have  hung  so  long  over 
our  heads  on  Monday  mornings? 


Freeman  had  just  returned  from  his 
eighth  visit  to  the  punch  bowl.  “Take 
a look  across  the  room,  my  dear.  Did 
you  ever  see  a homelier  man?” 

“Don’t  disgrace  yourself,  Max.  That’s 
a mirror,”  returned  his  wife,  in  a tragic 
whisper. 

* * * * 

He — Would  it  be  improper  for  me  to 
kiss  your  hand? 

She — No,  but  it  would  be  decidedly' 
out  of  place. 
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Track 


As  the  present  season  draws  on  to  a 
close,  Latin  School  boasts  a track 
team  which  is  exceedingly  well  balanced. 
The  fellows  have  done  very  well  but  if 
only  those  who  comment  so  much  on 
the  various  shortcomings  of  the  team 
would  come  out  and  show  how  well 
they  can  make  up  for  these  deficiencies, 
Latin  School  might  indeed  have  a cham- 
pionship season. 

Our  senior  two-lap  relay,  composed 
of  Glickman,  Myron,  Hull  and  Hill, 
started  the  season  in  fine  shape,  when 
they  defeated  the  English  High  quartet 
at  the  B.A.A.  Meet,  held  at  the  Arena, 
Feb.  5.  Glickman  handed  over  an 
8-yard  lead  to  Myron,  which  Morgan, 
running  for  English,  cut  down  to  4 yards. 
Hull  increased  this  to  six  yards  but 
Kirley,  running  a great  race  against  Hill, 
lost  by  two  yards  to  Hill. 

Our  first  dual  meet  with  Dorchester 
High  resulted  in  a decisive  victory  for 
the  Purple  and  White  to  the  tune  of 
1443/2  to  75}^.  In  the  field  events  held 
in  the  Drill  Hall,  Feb.  8,  our  athletes 
gained  a lead,  65-34,  which  they  more 
than  maintained  in  the  running  events. 
The  sensation  of  the  meet  was  the  run- 
ning of  Jacobs  in  the  intermediate 
600-yards. 


Taking  the  lead  at  the  start,  he,  not 
seeming  to  exert  himself  at  all,  continued 
to  draw  away  from  the  field.  At  the 
beginning  of  the  gun  lap  he  let  out  with 
a grand  sprint  and  finished  nearly  half 
a lap  ahead  of  the  next  man,  who  was 
Blair,  also  of  Latin. 

Hill’s  running  in  the  1000-yards  was 
also  a treat.  Letting  Chase  lead  the 
way  for  three  laps,  he  let  out  that 
enormous  sprint  of  his,  at  the  beginning 
of  the  fourth  lap,  and,  leaving  Chase 
behind,  finished  some  40  yards  ahead  of 
him. 

Glickman  ran  a fine  race  in  the  600- 
yards,  bringing  the  crowd  to  its  feet  by 
his  great  finish.  Hazel  of  Dorchester, 
who  was  second,  also  ran  well. 

Crosby  started  to  offer  Kinnally  some 
good  competition  in  the  300-yards. 
Getting  the  pole,  he  jumped  into  the 
lead  at  the  first  corner.  He  held  his 
advantage  for  three-fourths  of  a lap 
but  then  Kinnally  seemed  to  fairly  fly 
past  him. 

We  showed  better  in  the  senior  dash 
than  we  expected,  managing  to  win  three 
places.  The  work  of  J.  Doherty,  who 
finished  third,  was  a surprise,  and  with 
practice  this  husky  gridiron  star  will 
rank  with  the  best. 
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Hull  was  easily  the  class 'in  the  senior 
hurdles  and  won  a decisive  victory. 
Myron  placed  second. 

Gilson  and  Mills  of  Dorchester  did 
well  in  the  high  jump.  They  tied  for 
first  at  5 ft.  4 in.  This  should  be  a great 
year  for  Gilson,  basing  his  efforts  on 
this,  his  first  performance. 

J.  Doherty  won  the  broad  jump  with 
a leap  of  9 ft.  3 in.  This  is  a most 
creditable  performance. 

Hagerty  of  Dorchester  won  the  shot- 
put. 

Our  Intermediate  sprinters  were  weak 
so  Hagerty  placed  only  third.  We  won 
all  four  places  in  the  hurdles,  however, 
with  Lyons  leading  the  field. 

Kennedy  ran  a wonderful  race  in  the 
220-yards,  finishing  five  yards  ahead  of 
Rosen  of  Dorchester. 

McDermott  finished  strong  in  the 
junior  dash.  He  also  won  the  junior 
shot-put  with  a heave  of  40  ft.  7 in. 

Nolan  won  the  160-yards  in  decisive 
fashion,  also  the  standing  broad  jump. 

We  had  four  two-place  winners:  Ja- 
cobs, who  won  the  intermediate  600- 
yards  as  well  as  the  shot-put;  Kennedy, 
who  won  both  the  220-yards  and  the 
high  jump;  Nolan,  who  won  the  junior 
160-yards  and  broad  jump;  and  McDer- 
mott, who  won  the  junior  dash  and  shot. 

RELAY  RACES 

Senior — No  race,  as  anchor  men  col- 
lided. Latin  (Jacobs,  Myron,  Glick- 
man,  Hull);  Dorchester  (Lawlor,  Leary, 
Chase,  Kinnally). 

Intermediate — Won  by  Latin  (Hag- 
erty, Kiley,  O’Brien,  Jacobs);  Dor- 
chester (Rosen,  Cowll,  Bennett,  Manion) 

Junior — Won  by  Latin  (McDermott, 
White,  Dwyer,  Nolan);  Dorchester 

(Donahue,  Rosen,  Parker,  Dubinsky). 

* * * * 

Our  track  aspects  were  dazed  when 
Commerce  defeated  us  128.3  to  91.7, 


in  a dual  meet  on  Feb.  16  and  17. 
Commerce  took  the  lead  when  on  Feb. 
16  the  field  events  were  held  in  her 
gym.  We  were  crippled  by  the  lack  of 
athletes  who  because  of  colds  and  other 
miscellaneous  reasons  were  unable  to 
compete.  Our  broad -jumpers  could  not 
acquaint  themselves  with  our  opponents’ 
custom  of  jumping  on  the  track,  with 
the  result  for  the  most  part  that  they 
were  sitting  down,  much  put  out,  in- 
stead of  being  able  to  show  what  they 
were  capable  of.  Nevertheless,  Com- 
merce presented  a well-balanced  team 
and  demonstrated  their  superiorty  in  the 
running  events,  especially  the  sprints,  as 
well  as  in  the  field  events. 

It  is  noticeable,  however,  that  Latin 
won  almost  all  the  first  places  in  the 
senior  division,  but , Commerce  would 
then  take  second,  third,  and  fourth. 
Commerce  had  163  fellows  competing 
to  our  90.  That  further  goes  to  show 
the  lack  of  proper  spirit  on  our  part. 
Certainly  more  than  90  boys  can  spare 
the  time  to  join  the  track  team. 

Hull  won  the  hurdles  in  record  time, 
in  a decisive  manner,  which  stamps  him 
as  the  best  in  the  city.  Hull  surely 
deserves  all  the  praise  that  can  be  heaped 
on  him  both  for  his  hurdling  and  his 
magnificent  relay  running. 

Crosby  ran  a front  race  in  the  300- 
yards,  defeating  Mills,  who  ruled  the 
favorite. 

Glickman  in  the  senior  600-yards  and 
Jacobs  in  the  intermediate  600-yards 
won  their  races  in  a decisive  manner. 

Hill  easily  showed  his  superiority  in 
the  1000-yards,  winning  by  more  than  a 
quarter  of  a lap. 

Gilson  won  the  high  jump  with  a 
jump  of  5 ft.  3 in.  Muldoon  of  Com- 
merce placed  second  at  5 ft.  2 in. 

J.  Doherty  placed  second  in  the  broad 
jump,  while  Meyers  only  managed  to 
land  a fourth  in  the  shot-put. 
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Commerce  took  all  four  places  in  the 
intermediate  dash,  Ross  leading  the 
way. 

O’Brien  won  the  intermediate  hurdles 
with  Lyons  second.  These  two  should 
be  the  class  of  the  intermediate  division 
this  year  in  this  event.  O’Brien  also 
shows  promise  as  a broad-jumper. 

Kennedy  as  usual  showed  his  heels  to 
the  field  in  220-yards,  and  easily  won 
his  race.  He  also  won  the  high  jump, 
out-classing  all  other  competitors.  He 
is  living  up  to  his  record  with  a vengeance 
for  his  is  one  any  boy  might  envy. 

McDermott  just  lost  out  to  Levine  of 
Commerce  in  a blanket  finish  in  the 
junior  dash,  but  again  demonstrated 
his  superiority  in  the  shot-put  with  a 
heave  of  39  ft.  3 in.  If  he  keeps  up 
this  form  he  should  win  this  event  in  the 
“Reggies.”  Nolan  tried  to  overstirde 
himself  in  the  160-yards,  collided  with 
another  competitor,  and  so  lost  his  race. 
When  once  he  gets  a little  more  ag- 
gressive in  handling  such  situations,  he 
will  be  a sensation.  Kilduff  ran  a fine 
race  and  finished  well  ahead  of  his  field. 

* * * * 

The  feature  of  the  Annual  City 
Relay  Carnival,  held  in  the  East  Armory 
Feb.  18,  was  the  magnificent  running  of 
our  senior  two-lap  relay  team,  composed 
of  McDermott,  Hull,  Glickman,  and 
Hill.  This  race  easily  surpassed  every 
other  performance  of  an  afternoon  of 
brilliant  running.  They  smashed  the 
record  of  3 min.  6|  sec.  held  by  the  old 
Latin  School  relay  composed  of  Healey, 
Maguire,  and  Dudley,  made  in  191 
by  3i  sec.,  lowering  it  to  3 min.  3f  sec. 

McDermott  running  first  for  Latin 
finished  five  yards  behind  Le  Fevre  of 
English  High.  Hull  started  off  in  a 
whirlwind  fashion,  passing  the  English 
High  relief  man  on  the  first  lap  and 
dashing  on  into  lead  of  some  fifteen 


yards  which  he  handed  over  to  Glick- 
man. Glickman  improved  on  this  again, 
increasing  it  to  twenty-five  yards,  when 
Hill  running  anchor  sprinted  around  the 
track  in  record-breaking  time  winning 
by  twenty  yards  over  Kirley  of  English 
High. 

Our  other  teams  did  not  fare  so  well. 
Our  senior  one-lap  relay,  composed  of 
Myron,  Henry,  Doherty  and  Crosby, 
lost  to  Dorchester  High.  Our  inter- 
mediate relay,  composed  of  O’Brien, 
Jacobs,  Lyons,  and  Kennedy,  were  de- 
feated by  English  High  and  our  junior 
team,  composed  of  Nolan,  Goode,  Mc- 
Dermott, and  Dwyer,  although  they 
won,  were  declared  out  because  of  a 
foul  claimed  to  have  been  made  by 
Dwyer. 

* * * * 

At  the  Legion  games  held  at  the  East 
Armory,  Feb.  22,  our  two-lap  relay  lost 
to  Dorchester  High  because  of  the 
wonderful  running  of  Kinnally,  their 
anchor  man. 

Our  midget  relay  team,  composed  of 
Nolan,  Neal,  McDermott,  and  Dwyer, 
defeated  the  B.  A.  A.  midget  team  in 
one  of  the  best  relay  races  of  the  after- 
noon. Nolan  gained  a lead  of  five  yards 
after  gamely  fighting  his  way  into  the 
front.  Neal  lost  this  advantage,  how- 
ever, finishing  three  yards  to  the  bad. 
McDermott,  running  third,  ran  a fine 
race  and  set  Dwyer  off  on  equal  terms 
with  the  B.  A.  A.  anchor  man.  It 
was  nip  and  tuck  all  the  way  between 
these  two,  but  Dwyer  jumped  into  the 
lead  when  his  competitor  stumbled. 
He  held  this  advantage  and  won  by 
about  a yard. 

HOCKEY 
Boston  College  High  1 

Boston  Latin  0 
Boston  Latin  3 English  High  1 

Wednesday,  Feb.  23,  at  the  New  Bos- 
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ton  Arena,  Boston  Latin  met  and  de- 
feated their  ancient  rivals  in  the  annual 
hockey  battle  3 to  1.  Latin  outplayed 
their  opponents  at  all  stages  of  the 
gAme.  O’Neil  carried  the  puck  time  and 
time  again  through  the  whole  English 
outer  defence.  His  work  was  easily 
the  feature  of  the  game  and  stamps 
him  as  one  of  the  season’s  best  per- 
formers. Nordberg  also  played  a won- 
derful game.  Sliney’s  work  at  goal, 
Mahoney’s  center  ice  play,  and  Norton’s 
wonderful  defensive  work  are  also  worthy 
of  mention.  Latin  used  many  substi- 
tutes during  the  game,  who  showed  up 
well.  Baird  did  the  best  work  for 
English  while  Norton  also  played  well. 
Svnnott  of  the  Shoe  Trades  Club  and 
Ayer  officiated. 

Boston  Latin  English  High 

Raymond,  Nordberg,  l.w.  r.w.,  Baird 
Mahoney,  Holland,  c.  c.,  Nordbloom 
O’Neil,  r.  r.,  A.  Norton 

Fitzgerald,  Naigles,  r.w. 

l.w.,  Hartigan,  Moskow 
P.  Norton,  c.p.  c.p.,  Schaefer 

Collins,  Brown,  Sullivan,  p.  p.,  Preble 
Sliney,  g.  g.,  Seaman 

Score:  Boston  Latin  3,  English  High 
1.  Goals:  Nordberg  2,  O’Neil,  Baird. 
Referees:  Synnott,  Ayer.  Goal  Um- 
pires: Ryan  and  Lyons.  Timers:  Fitz- 
patrick and  McKay.  Time:  Three 
12-minute  periods. 

Boston  Latin  0 Dorchester  0 

Feb.  25,  Latin  and  Dorchester  battled 
for  two  15-minute  periods  to  a tie  at  the 
Arena.  The  game  was  a well-played 
contest,  both  teams  displaying  good 
fast  hockey.  O’Neil  played  his  usual 
fine  game.  Nordberg  also  played  well. 
Leary  and  Duffley  starred  for  Dorches- 
ter. Both  goal  tenders  made  several 
good  stops. 


Boston  Latin  Dorchester 

Fitzgerald,  Naigles,  r.w. 

l.w.,  Kontoff,  Devoe 
Mahoney,  Raymond,  c.  c.,  Leary 

O’Neil,  r.  r.,  Duffley 

Nordberg,  l.w.  r.w.,  Johnson 

Norton,  Brown,  F.  Hurley,  c.p. 

c.p.,  Feldman 
Collins  (capt.),  p.  p.,  W.  Hurley 

Sliney,  g.  g.,  Finkelstein 

Score:  Boston  Latin  0,  Dorchester  0. 
Referee:  “Fat”  Storey,  Shoe  Trades 
Club.  Goal  Umpires:  Griffen  and  Fitz- 
patrick. Timer:  McKay.  Time:  Two 
15-minute  periods. 

B.  C.  High  2 Boston  Latin  0 

On  Feb.  1,  Latin  suffered  defeat  at  the 
hands  of  Boston  College  High  2 to  0. 
The  game  was  played  on  the  B.  C.  rink 
at  University  Heights.  Latin  failed  to 
show  the  power  that  she  showed  in  the 
Arlington  game.  McGovern  was  the 
star  of  the  game  scoring  both  the  victors 
goals.  O’Neil  played  his  usual  excellent 
game  -while  Norton  played  well  also. 


B.  C.  High  Boston  Latin 

Scanlon,  Fleming,  r.w.  l.w.,  Nordberg 
McGovern,  c.  c.,  O’Neil 

Conlon,  r.  r.,  Raymond,  Mahoney, 

Naigles 


Geran,  l.w. 

Mahan,  c.p. 
Slattery  (capt.),  p. 
Dunn,  g. 


r.w.,  Fitzgerald 
c.p.,  Norton 
p.,  Collins  (capt.) 
g.,  Sliney 


Score:  B.  C.  High  2,  Boston  Latin  0. 
Goals:  McGovern  2.  Referee:  Ed. 
Garrity.  Goal  Umpires:  Galagan  and 
Ryan.  Timers:  Ward  and  Fitzpatrick. 
Time:  Three  12-minute  periods. 


Feb.  5,  Latin  went  to  Danvers  to  play 
St.  John’s  Prep.,  but  on  arrival  there  the 
ice  was  too  soft  to  allow  a game  to  be 
played. 

The  game  with  Stone  School  for  Feb. 
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12,  was  cancelled  on  account  of  lack  of 
ice. 

Between  the  English  High  and  Dor- 
chester High  games,  Latin  had  a prac- 
tice session  in  the  Arena.  Synnott  of 
the  Shoes  Trades  Club  was  present  and 
showed  the  boys  many  fine  points  about 
the  game. 

The  members  of  the  Latin  School 
hockey  team  and  the  students  owe  their 


Your  hair  is  dyed! 

’Tis  false! 

I know  that  too! 

* * * * 

He— For  weeks  something  has  been 
trembling  on  my  lips. 

She — Why  don’t  you  shave  it  off? 

* * * * 

White  Hope:  “Bring  me  some  apple 
pie.” 

Black  Despair:  “Sorry,  sah;  it  just 
ran  out.” 

White  Hope:  “Follow  it,  then ; follow 

it.” 

* * * * 

Bung:  “Wish  I were  in  your  shoes.” 

Kane:  “Why  so?” 

Bung:  “Mine  leak.” 

* * * * 

White:  “Is  this  the  weather  bureau? 
How  about  a shower  tonight?” 


gratitude  to  Mr.  George  V.  Brown,  the 
manager  of  the  Arena.  During  the 
vacation  this  genial  gentleman  allowed 
Latin  to  have  the  rink  for  the  English 
High  and  Dorchester  games  and  also  for 
a practice  session.  After  the  English 
game  the  boys  were  happily  surprised 
when  Mr.  Brown  gave  them  all  passes 
for  the  Aura  Lee — B.  A.  A.  game,  that 
evening. 


Weather  Man:  “Don’t  ask  me.  If 
you  need  one,  take  one.” 

* * * * 


Teacher — What  would  you  call  that 
line? 

Palmer — I’d  call  it  a ward  because  it 
runs  between  the  poles,  (polls). 

* * * * 

Little  Willie  had  been  a very  good  boy, 
and  had  kept  his  clothes  nice  and  clean 
for  a whole  day.  When  his  father  came 
home  that  night,  he  was  so  surprised  and 
delighted,  that  he  promised  him  a fishing 
trip  the  next  morning.  So  when  morn- 
ing came  he  sent  his  son  to  the  store 
to  buy  a fishing  outfit. 

After  little  Willie  had  selected  a rod. 
line,  hooks,  and  a basket,  the  store- 
keeper laughingly  remarked:  “Now my 
little  man,  all  you  need  is  a license.” 

“License  nuthun’,”  scoffed  Willie. 
“Worms  is  goocl  enough  for  me.” 
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THE  BOSTON  UNIVERSITY 
LAW  SCHOOL 

Trains  students  in  the  principles  of 
the  law  and  in  the  technique  of  the 
profession  so  as  to  best  prepare  them 
for  active  practice  wherever  the  English 
system  of  law  prevails. 

America’s  new  place  in  international 
politics  and  commerce  challenges  the 
young  American. 

He  must  equip  himself  for  new  world 
conditions  with  a knowledge  of  legal 
fundamentals. 

LAW — Its  principles  and  application 
to  all  business  is  almost  as  necessary  to 
the  coming  business  man  as  It  is 
Indispensable  to  the  lawyer. 

Special  scholarships  ($75  per  year) 
are  awarded  to  college  graduates. 

Course  for  LL.B.  requires  3 school 
years.  Those  who  have  received  this 
degree  from  this  or  any  other  approv- 
ed school  of  law  may  receive  LL.M.  on 
the  satisfactory  completion  of  one 
year’s  resident  attendance  under  the 
direction  of  Dr.  Melville  M.  Bigelow. 
Several  $25  and  $50  scholarships  open 
in  this  course. 

For  Catalog,  Address 

HOMER  ALBERS,  dean 

II  Ashburton  Place,  Boston 


Smith:  “Did  you  go  to  the  oyster 
supper  at  the  church  last  night?” 
Brown:  “I  did.” 

Smith:  “Were  there  many  there?” 
Brown:  “I  found  one.” 


DADDY  and  JACK’S  JOKE  SHOP 

Balloons,  Puzzles,  Masks,  Confetti, 
Serpentine,  Joke  Books,  Place 
Cards,  Noise  Makers,  Snapping 
Mottoes,  Clever  Joker  Novelties, 
and  Select  Paper  Hats,  suitable  for 
Dance,  Dinner  and  Party  Favors. 

Select  Paper  Hats — Your  favorite 
Color  made  to  order  when  so  de- 
sired. 

Phone  Conn.  22  Bromfield  St. 

Boston  (9),  Mass. 


Engraving  and  Printing 

STUDENT  SUPPLIES 

Loose  Leaf  Devices 
Fountain  Pens  and  Pencils 

Fine  Stationery 

7-61  FRANKLIN  ST.  BOSTON 


“Why  is  life  the  greatest  of  riddles?” 
“Because  we  all  have  to  give  it  up.” 
* * * * 


* * * * 

Teacher:  “How  is  South  America 
divided?” 

Pupil:  “By  earthquakes.” 


“Phew!  How  can  >you  smoke  such 
cigars  as  this  you’ve  given  me?” 

“I  can’t.  That’s  the  one  you  handed 
me  yesterday.” 


2 STORES  ^WASHINGTON  ST. 
3ii  Opposite  the  Old  South  Church 
659  Gayet y Theatre  Building 
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STYLISH  SHOES  FOR 
YOUNG  MEN 

Special  12^%  discount  on  all  cash  sales  at 
our  list  prices  to  Latin  School  students  listed  in 
the  school  catalogue. 

COES  8c  STODDER 

10-14  SCHOOL  STREET 


Mathematical  Charity 
Soph:  “What’s  a nickel  among 

friends?” 

Fresh:  “Five  cents.” 

* * sN  * 

“What’s  your  hurry?” 

“The  teacher  is  overcome  with  gas.” 
“Going  for  a doctor?” 

“Naw,  more  gas.” 


ARE  YOU  MUSICAL? 

MR.  H.  GERBER 

RUSSIAN  VIOLINIST 
AND  TEACHER 

Will  give  his  impartial  opinion  after 
A FREE  TRIAL 

Modern  and  Practical  Instruction 

Call  Studio  208 

Back  Bay  150  30  Huntington  Ave. 

Afternoons  Boston 

Beginners  with  Talent  are  Welcome.  Special  rates 
for  High  School  Boys 


RECRUITS  WANTED 

The  7th  Company,  Coast  Artillery  Corps, 
Mass.  National  Guard,  needs  young  men, 
18  or  over.  One  evening  per  week  required. 
A good,  clean,  instructive  sport,  with  many 
good  times  as  well,  all  without  expense. 
Apply  any  Monday  or  Wednesday  evening, 
South  Armory,  Irvington  St.,  Boston,  to 

Capt.  E J.  Manning 

or 

Lieut.  C.  W.  Harris 


“Who  wrote,  ‘Speak  to  me  only  with 
thine  eyes’?” 

“Some  deaf  guy,  most  likely.” 

* * * * 

Teacher:  “Now  this  is  a very  delicate 
experiment  we  are  going  to  do.  If 
the  least  thing  goes  wrong,  we  are  likely 
to  be  blown  thru  the  roof.  Come  closer 
boys,  so  that  you  can  follow  me.” 

JEWELRY  FOR 
YOUNG  MEN 

Fraternity  Jewelry 
Emblems  and 
Trophies  a Specialty 

SMITH  PATTERSON  CO. 

52  Summer  St. 

BOSTON 
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WIRELESS 


EVERYTHING  IN  THE 
ELECTRICAL  LINE 

SETH  W.  FULLER 

ELECTRIC  CO. 

100  Bedford  Street 

BOSTON,  MASS 

Athletic  Supplies 

SWEATERS 

Track,  Hockey,  Football, 
Baseball,  Gymnasium 

Special  prices  to  Boston  Latin  School 
Get  discount  cards  from  Mr.  O'Brien 

JAMES  W.  BRINE  & CO. 

286  Devonshire  St.  Boston,  Mass. 

(3  doors  from  Summer  Street) 


GREYLOCK-  A New  Narrow 

Arrow 

Collar 

Cluert.Peabody  GrCo.,Inc..Troy,  N.Y. 


City  and  Out-of-Town  Service 

BOSTON  - - - BROOKLINE 


Experienced  Tutoring 


■ IN- 


LATIN,  FRENCH 
PINGLISH,  ARITHMETIC 

Miss  Rose  O'Brien 

5 FORDHAM  COURT 
SOUTH  STREET 
JAMAICA  PLAIN 

Jamaica  408-W  or  408-M 


New  LEGG1NS 

AND 

PANTS 


For  Quality  Merchandise  We  Have 
the  Lowest  Prices 


CHEVRONS 

All  Ranks  In  Stock 

Or  Made  While  You  Wait 

Rosenjield  & Rapkin  Co. 

15  School  St.  (Up  one  flight)  Boston,  Mass 


CLASS  PINS 


AND 


MADE  BY 


RINGS 

DORRETY 


HAVE  CHARACTER 

Send  For  387  WASHINGTON  ST. 

Catalogue  BOSTON 


THE 

HORACE  PARTRIDGE  CO. 

Mfrs.  Athletic  and  Sporting  Goods 

49  Franklin  St.  washSfton  st.  Boston 

Wholesale  prices  to  Boston  Latin  School  students 
Ask  Mr.  O’Brien  for  Discount  Card 


X- 


Please  Mention  “The  Register’^ WhenlPatronizing^Our  Advertisers 


“What"is  heredity?”  She:  “Goodness  gracious,  the  church 

“Something  a father  believes  in  until  is  on  fire.” 
his  son  starts  to  act  like  a fool.”  He:  “Holy  smoke.” 


i 


Boston\w|| 
Garter  Rj 


GEORGE  FROST  CO..  Makers,  BOSTON 


M.  BENNETT 


§iaifatt?r 


A Saving 
of 


20% 


111  Milk  Street 
7 Federal  Street,  near  Milk 

33  Exchange  St.,  near  Dock  Sq. 

Boston 


Telephones:  Fort  ( 2173 
Hill  ( 3173 


Library,  Reading 
Room,  Evening 
Classes,  Social 
Service,  Gymna- 
sium, Self  Help 
Clubs,  Employ- 
ment Depart- 
ment, Hostess 
Room. 


A Union  of  Young  Men  grouped  according 
to  special  interests  to  accomplish  their 
particular  aims. 


BOSTON 
YOUNG  MEN’S 
CHRISTIAN 


UNION 


48  Boylston  Street,  Boston 


Please  Mention  “The  Register”  When  Patronizing  Our  Advertisers 


Be  independent  of  crowds,  waiting  and 
expense.  Get  your  share  of  sunshine,  fresh 
air  and  scenery.  A thousand  miles  of  travel. 
A thousand  thrills  of  pleasure. 

The  Popular  EVANS 
Power  Cycle 

General  Motorcycle  Sales 
Company 

793  BOYLSTON  ST. 

BOSTON  Terms  if 

Tel.  Back  Bay  7151  desired. 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 


*&fiQ  Most  Beautiful  CarJn/tneriCtk 


532  Commonwealth  Ave. 
BOSTON 


MACDONALD 

Commercial  School 


And  Modern  Languages 


80  BOYLSTON  STREET  LITTLE  BUILDING 

Telephone  Beach  4822 

Pleaae  Mention  “The  Register’’  When  Patronizing  Our  Advertisers 

Angel  Guardian  Press,  111  i)a y Street,  Jamaica  Plain.  Mac*. 


